DELAUNEY :   I'll   send   that   box   to-morrow
morning.

BARCALDINE : It's extremely kind of you. Good
day, Mr. Schioss. It's been a pleasure to hear
you talking.
MABEL : It has Indeed !

SCHLOSS : I'm afraid I talk an awful lot of rot.
Good-bye,, Mrs. Barcaidlne. Good-bye, sir.

[They go up.

DELAUNEY (at door) : We'll keep in touch.
MABEL : Oh, yes, we will. (Going out.]
BARCALDINE : Oh, yes, certainly.

DELAUNEY : Good-bye. Turn up the light,
Blackford. No, not that one, the other one !

[They go off.

(Turning round to SCHLOSS) Now that's what
you're up against.

SCHLOSS : What ?

DELAUNEY : That's your bloody British public !
Can you beat it ?

SCHLOSS : Perfectly appalling I They're nice
people, too !

DELAUNEY : Of course they are. They simply
dont know. Those sort of people don't live, my
dear chap, they just exist.

SCHLOSS : I know.

DELAUNEY : The things you said just now ;
magnificent. It's all right. We understand, you
and I, but God bless my soul, what's it mean to
them ? (He goes up to his desk and commences to
write a cheque out.)
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